Cupid’s Test
of Love
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By H. M. EGBERT
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(Coppright, WIS, by W, G, Chapman.)

When Rev. Aloysius Smith went oul
of his study and saw the mun ktand-
ing In the hall he could oot repress
n shudder of disgust. Troad as an
ox, with short and ruther bowed logs,
weill his figure was that of uo Adonis
compared with his fuce. And the
last straw was that hls name should
be Cupid

“Come In, my friend,” he sald after
an effort. “What can | do for you?"

"T'in looklng tor a position in Littie
Falls, sir,” anawered Cupld respect-
fully T've bheen working ns a porter |
In town, but my lealth gave out and
1 was told to go 1o tha countrs So |
came here. It was o bit of a walk,
sir. [ enn whow you good references.

in ¢ase you know of o job

The pastor looked the fellow
with o repugnance which he could
not conceal

“I know my face l:
alr,” sald Copid with a sm

And it was astonishing
smile changod bim,
looked almoast decont.

The pastor rached his bi
took a sudden liking to
he was rezolved not to he pri
agalnst him on account of his

“Miss Cavendish was wanting a
handy man to take cpre of her garden
and pony,” sald, 1
whether that Is In your
friend ™

“I wag bred on a farm
Cupld. “T think. slr. 1 could tmatage
tha job —If you'd see Miss Caven-
dinh first and—and mentlon my looks,
sir."

That softened the paurson complete
Iy. He called up Mies Cavend
the telephone and biroke the news as
considerately as possible The man
Is afraid he Joesn't look very prepos-
sesning, Miss Cavendish”’ he ex-
plained.

“Well, send him round and I'N Jjudge
for mysell,” answered Miss Cavendlsh,
And a few minutes later Cupld de

how

the |

ing

Lcupid smi

the n

he Jon

answered

b o

“For the Last Time,
Leave Miss Cavendish Alone.”

I Warn You to

parted. That night he returned, radl-
nnt

“I've got the position, sir, and I'm
ever so grateful” he sald to the pas-
tor,

Miga Cavendish was a muaiden lady

of nbout forty years,

Sensible, though a liitle “queer,”
and very determinod—it Is n type
ceommon in New England. Bafore a

month bad passed {1t was realized that
she had got a treasure. Cupid had
been almost the round af the town in
search of employment before he went
to the pastor. Many roegretted that
they had been prejudiced wganinst the
man on account of his appesrance.

Migs Cavendlah had & beay Not
that she hadn't had heaps during the
courso of her life; but somehow no-
body had proved quite good enough
for Migs Cevandish, She was of that
fine meta]l which won't take the rust
of life, and sooner or later all her
sweethearts had received their dis
charge. But Mr. Henry Norman was
different.

A year or two older than Miss
Cavendish, very soflt-spoken, he was
the sort of o man whose very fluwlens-
pess makes one think theres may be
more wrong with him Lthan appears on
the surface. People sort of distrust-
ed Mr, Norman, BPut it was easy to
#as that Miss Cavendish was Infatu-
sted with the man. Mr. Norman
dldn't like Cupid. The two came from
the same town, and, though it wns
not llkely that they bad ever been
olosely associnted, Cupld seemed to
know someihing to the disgredit of
Mr. Norman., At least, that was what
people surmised. Cupld never spoke
—just mmiled his way Into the heart
of Little Falla,

Cupld had bsen s married man
Joe Rogers was guestioniny him ouve

. In the days before we lenrned to
respect Cupld, He asked him if his
wife was coming out to Little Falls
to live with him. Joe Rogers never
had much fealing.

“No, sir,” mqund Cupid, turning

“Dead, hey?" asked Joo Rogern.
“No, #lr,”* sald Cupld, looking
| into Rogers's eyes Some

t know
line, my
|

that 1t ever it burst the MNood would
swenp awny Little Falle as the food
had destroyed Johnstown, snd nobedy
would have time to do anything but
pray. and pray fast. Meanwhile the
dam was progressing toward comple
tlon,.  With the re-enforced concrote
structure no one thought It would
brealk,

We used to hear gossip of the Caw
endieh hooschold from Hmma, the
bluck mald, That was how Wwe
learned that Henry Normaa didn't
like Cupld. In fact, it was sald by
her that the first timo the two men
met Mr Norman Tooked as though
he had geen a ghost, while Capld drew
Wmaell up stif and looked at
Mr. Norman in & way that made her
blood run cold Howaver, Emma,
faithful old soul (hat she was, wWas
fond of romancing. B8till, wa knew
that Mr. Norman had trled to per
sunde Miss Cavendizh to get rid of
Clpld. Miss Cavendish refused. She
always had a vill of her own, They
nearly quarreles over It till Mr. Nor
man saw that it was a onse of ylald
ing or losing Miss Cavendish—or her
money.

VEr,

That was th+ bittet part. Jos Rog
ers found oul that Mr. Norman was
n bankrupt, Hoe had hldden away

of his property to enable him
ke a gentleman. nnd to

Minn Cavendish expensive flow- |
but lie wanted her cool Afty thoun- |
1, evarybody knew, But nebnody |
s going meddle 'n such affairs
Folks are cowardiy !n small towni |

As for Cupld, whatever he krew, he
kent guieter than ever. He worshiped
Migs Cavendish. That was eusy to
e, Hut peopie sald he wouldn't hold
his position long after the marriage,
which was only fo weeka'away

Now comes the ¢ nishing part of
the story. Emma sald she saw Cupld |
talking to Mr The two men
were at the gate of Miss Cavendish's

bring
OTE
BAN«

Norman.,

house, and Norman was on hie way
homeward after a eall when Cupld
(5 wnted him What Emma was
doing there she did not pretend to
explaln |
“For the last time T worn you to |
leave Miss Crvendish alone,” eald
Cupld.
You sgeoundrel! !
'l have nTT i
"= |
“"We know all about Nor
sred Cupld W “You
NE Oon my ne [ bring
my wife's name inte court Mayhe
vou nre rig up to fii polnt,
but not when It comes to enerificlng o
waomnan like Mise Caven Y |
What Norman answered Emma
could not hear, she saw Cupid
clench his flsts and Norman gtart |
awuy., And as Cupld watched bim
slink by there was u quesr look nn|

the man’s ugly face. It almecit geemed |
as though he reallzed Norman wWes »
coward and was meditating about It
“If the dam domn't burst tomorrow
ahe ean't,” Joe Rogers had satd, and
everyone repented it. The keéy to the
solld wall of masonry was to bhe
awung into position the next day.
Some had said that the laying of the
great blocks had disturbed the founda-
tions of the old dam, but Joe ridi-
culed that, After ton at night the
following day the dam couldn't burst
unless an earthquake strick It, he
{nelsted. People grew a little nery-
ous as the evening wore sway. Black
Emma had heard Miss Cavendish
langhingly tell Mr., Norman, who was
visiting her that cvening: and she sald

the man seomed scared wher Miss
Cuvendish told him their house stood
right in the Une the torrent would
take

Only Emma saw what happened st
the house that night, and we have to
raly on her, It sesms that Norman
was within half an hour of departing
~the two had been reading some
hook together—when Cuplil rushed
Inte the UWving-room without the pre-
liminary of a knock.

“The dam's bhurst!” he yelled.
“There's just two minutes before the
flood enfches us. Run for the lilllside
ar vou'll be buried under n hundred
feet of water!"™

Emma screamed naturally, by  ehe
was not g0 terrified ns Norman., He
stared st Cupld with wild eyes for

the tenth of a second. Then, with a
yell, ha was upon hin feet, out thrpugh
the glass of the window, whlrt? fell |
in splinters all about him, and speesd-
Ing with a1l his might for the hillside,
And just as Emma nnd Miss Cavoen- |
dish turned to run Cupld eaught
them

“Tt's & Ha!" he crled.
Inak of triumph upon the fellow’s faon
"The dam—the dam hnsn't burst and
nevar will!™ |

Emma said that for 8 moment Mixe |
Cavendish etoad still, watching his |
faee, Then suddenly she put her
hands to her own and burst into hys
terical tears and laughter. You see,
she hod been trought to a renlization
of Cupld's motive at last, and a thou.
sand lttle tralts in Norman which sho
tad passed over, for love's sake, were
suddenly made clear. And Cupld had
saved her. Tt he never told her
what he knew ahout Norman, Nobody
knew that. Only it 4id not matter,

There was o

for Norman ‘as never seon in little
Falls again
Simple Home Remedies.
When biby t mpa its head rub
salted butter on the spot " o«

gtop swalling and keap the place from
turning blnck nnd blve.

If sweet ofl be applied to the skin
after 8 hlow or bruise, It will not turn
binek and blue,

Now that winter In here, the chl)
dren are constantly bothered with
eolds on the lungs and croup, A geod
remedy: Buy five cents’ worth of
Beotehh souff.  Take a clolh’ Jarge
enough to eover the desired spot.
grense 1t well with fresh lard, next
springle with somo of the snuff; boat
and put on the place; Imisediate re.
Hel,

A mustard plaster will not hlister of
the purt to be plastered 15 firet
rubbed with vasellne and o conting
left on the skin,

The dark cirele nround the neck
oy be removed by nlglitly rubbing
with lemon juice and diecardizg bigh,
stiff neckweur,

The True Philantifropist,
A true philanthropist v a man who
is willlng to study Larder to give his

money away than he did to care it
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Second battallon of Canadlan lght Infantry of the First brigade leaving Salisbury Flaln for the fronot.
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Village Terrors Are Now Ac-
claimed as Heroes. .

Show Remarkable Nerve in the Face
of Great Danger and Are Awarded
Highest Honor in British
Service.

London—~Here's the
“bad boys"

of two
In the

story
who maode good

| Ereat European war

Formerly the despulr of their par-
ents and teachers, Driver Job Henry |
Drain, Thirty-seventh battery. Hl'l:-'ulI
Fleld Artillery, and Lance Corporal
Willlam Fuller of tha Roynl Welsh
regiment are now popular heroes and
the pride of the towna of which they
were once consldered the disgrace
For the “bad boys" of Barking and
Swansean have won the little bronze
crogses which enable them to place
the lstters V, C. after their names, and
which put them on the roll of Eng-
land's greatest heroes for all time.
Barking, in Essex, and Swansea, in
Wales, are far apart and Drain and
Fuller may never meet, but thelr sto-
ries are sufficiently similar to tell to-
gether.

Drain Is the son of a Barking labor-
er, and as a boy he never made any
pretense about wishing to rise in the
world. He hated school and played
truant so often he was placed in the
Walthamstow Truant school.

Job throve exceedingly on the reg-
ular life at the reform farm, and curl-
ously enough took readily to the phys-
feal and military drill, a part of the
curriculum. He was a clean-bullt, well-
set-up yYouth of sixteen when three
years ago he was told that he must
choose a career nnd leave his place
of detention. He elected to join the
army and enteréd the Royal Fleld Ar-
tillery as a "hoy."

He was elghteen and a half when
the great war broke out, and his hat-
tery was one of the first in the fleld,
having moved to France with the Irish
division. At Mons and during the fn-
mous retrent Drain did his duty and
looked after his pair of gun horses In
fine style, Lul It was at Le Cateau
that he had the opportunity of show-
Ing that bad boys at school were not
necessarily incorrigible.

Thera his battery got Into a tight
corner, and It seemed certaln 4hat the
guns must be captured by the advane-
Ing Germans. Guns are the apple of
an artilleryman's eye, and the officers
called for volunteers to save' them.
Most of the gunners had been killed,
but with a comrade, Driver Frederick
Luke, the “Bad Boy of Barking”
deshed through a hall of bullete and
hitching up his tenms, brought baek
three guns In sucecession, DBefore the
two heroes got the third gum away
the German iofantry were within a
hundred yards, but the “worst boy in

"BAD BOYS WIN V.C.

| corrigible until taken In hand by the

the school” never flinched. With his
comrade he gulloped back to the hat
tery with the precious fleld pleces,
Both were awnrded Victorin crossoes,
Lance Corporal Fuller's atory I8 al-
most the samae,
The “Bad Boy of Swangea” was in-

Swansea Industrinl school. He, too,
nequired a respect for discipline and
Joined the Royal Welsh regiment,

It wns at the batile of the Alsne,
when near Chivy the regiment saf.
fered fearful losses, that Fuller's
chance came, COutnumbered six W
one, the Royal Welsh fought desper-
ately to hold their position. Officer
after offlcer wint down, among lhrul|
Captain Haggard, Swansea “bhad |
boy's" company commander, who fell,
shouting, “Stick i, Welah." Nobhly the
bad boy nnd his few remuining com-
rades “stuck IL” and when retirement
was Inevitable Fuller went back for
his officer. He had to run a hundred
yards under murderous rifle and ma-
chine gun fire before he found his cap-
tain. Captain Haggard, knowing him-
self to be mortally wounded, ordered
the plucky “noncom” to go back, but
Fuller [nsisted uwpon pleking him up
and carrying him on his shoulders to
a4 place of comparative aafety,
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CAT CHAPERON FOR CHICKS
Watches Over Them Daily With|
Mother's Care TIill They
Ge te Roost.

Jefferson City, Mo.—A cat that

cares for a brood of chickens Is the
property of Mrs, Johu P. Gordon, wife
of the state auditor.

The eat attricted the attentlon of
nelghbors some time ago by itk pe-
culiar conduct, At first it was thought
It was followlng the chickens around
to kill one for & meal. This Idea wan
goon dlssipated when day after doy
the performance was repeated.

Then it was obacrved that the eat
attuched itself to s brood of late “fry.
ore,” now about hall grown. It watches
over ihls bunch of chickens with ap
parent motherly solicitude, follows
them about all day and never leaves
them until they go to roost for the
night. Then the oat returns to the
Gordon residence and conducts her
self, so far as known, during the night
just as any other respectable feline.

This story Is vouched for by all the
Gordon neighbors,

Donates Sleeping Quarters to Troops.

Plymouth, England.—Mrs. Waldort
Astor, who ia living at Plymouth, has
given all the men in two Scoteh regi-
mente encamped there cottages in
which to sleep,

CLEFT BY AR DART

Man Transfixed by a Shot From
Teuton Aviator.

Steel Arrow Goes From Head to Foot, |
Killing Man [nstantly — Degs
Scurry for Sheiter When

They Hear Cannon. |

By A. R, DECKER,
Correspondent of the Chicago Nawa
Pont-a-Mousson, France.—Beautiful-

ly clear and ecrisp winter weather
brought out the French and German |
aviators today. The first to npplrur|
was a4 German alr oraft from Metz. It
wns o brand new biplane with broad
spreading wings and shining armor.
The big yellow bird few nearly
overhend and dropped something
which gleamed white for an instant
and then disappeared from view, |1
waited tepsely for the explosion, which |
falled to come, The aviator departed
in the direction of Ste. Genevieve.
Afterward 1 learned that he lad |
dropped a card with a message that
the kalser sent salutations to Pont-a-
Mousson ou his birthday and that later
he would endeavor to send more sub-
stantial greetings o the form of
shells, |
The aviator of the kalger kept his !
word. This afterdoon the German bat-

FRENCH GUN ON RAILS

One of the huge guns of the French
artillery, mounted on a carringe spe-
cially constructed for transportation
by rail, s s¢en here being discharged.
Yhis gun ls tralued on some German
trenches about two miles awny.

tery In the quarry st Norroy bombard-

| #d the town and shells fell near the
rallroad station, on the boulevard and
al the gas works,

When the fArst ahell raced In, leav
ing u trall of high pitched noise, 1 was
atanding at the corner of the main
cross street where some dogs were
prowling about. The first dull boom
of the eannon sent them running like
mad lnto a neighboring hallway, Most
of the people also spught shelter until
the storm of flying steel had passed.

Heavy cannonading was heard in
| the east, along the Seille river, all the
| afternoon, and, to follow it more close-
| ly, 1 walked up and down the bank of
| the Moselle from the seantinel at one
!end of the town to the sentinel at the

other end, who mark the limits of my
liberty. Buddenly I heard a purring
polse coming from n northerly direc
tlon and, looking up. 1 saw coming
gwiftly toward me a German. aero-
plane, which might have been the
same that eame earlier in the day. - |1
watched It with my glasses, und as he
had done in the morning the aviator
now dropped something which gloamed
for an instant in the sunshine before
it was lost to viaw,

Later 1 learned the oblect the fyer
had dropped was a steel arrow which
transfited o from head to foot,

i

killlng him instantly. The victim was
n civillan. He was the twenty-first
killed {n Ponta-Mousson by German
and French aeroplanes, shells and
gtray bullets,

HOT COFFEE FOR SOLDIERS

A French housewlife has opened o
little coffee houge nlong one of the
routes of march and serves ot coffee
and tea to the soldiers, She hag named
ber litte inn "The Hearly Welcome."

-

SPINSTERS BECKON IN VAIN

Monument of Oregon Bachelor Bears
Unique Expresslon of His Endur-
Ing Aversion to Matrimony,

Myrtle Point, Ore—~"To an Iinde-
pendent, good-looking bachelor, who
in his younger days preferred to live
a mingle life rather than get married
and be ruled by a petticoat boss
through this life and perbaps In
eternity.”

A granite monument bearing this
unique epitaph and surmounted by
the rather herole efigy of a bachelor
standing ou one side of the River Jor
dan, with three old malde on the
other, beckoning him to cross, warks
the grave of ¥. B. Walte, an occen- |
tric resldent of Myrtle Point, ‘bho
dled recently at an advanced age

In his will Walte Jelt expliclt dires-
tions for the hewing of the monu-
ment, and the Inscription It should
bear.

PULLET SPORTS FOUR LEGS

This Variety of Fowl Would Furnish
Plenty of Drumsticks for Big
Family Dinner,

Bristol, Pa—Probably the only
chleken in all the world that ean
kick with both hind legs at the sume
time that It soratches fts ear with the
toes of obe of Ite forefect is & Plym-
outh Rock pullet owned by\.tauw: H,
Vanganit, antiquarisn  and chlcken
champlon of this borough. It Is =

genuine quadruped pullet, but with a
disposition tostick to the traditions of
its biped ancestors—except an LeCW-
slons that demand the combined kick
and eartickler.

Joe got Lhis fourlegged chicken
from his nephew, Frank Vanzant of
Walnut street, so that he can vouch
for it uh:qm-la the manner :
and yet he dld want the opinjon of
sclence as o its why l_lt: whierefore
he took Mise Pullet to the Jefferson

thut had ever found its way to the
operating table in that famous insti
tution.

Four drumsticks on one bird beat
anything they had ever heard of, even
in the dietary of the boarding house.

' Just as | was golng Into one of the Ut

LIVING IN A PLAY

By EMMA LEE WALTON.

(Copgright)

Her onme was Mlss Carberry, and
she wus young and pretty, in a quiét
sort of way. She came In two or three
times every month from one of the
suburbs to do her shopping. and she
was the easlest person to walt on |
evar saw.

She wasn't a bit like thesa women
who make you haul out everything in
stock, and then walk snippily nway,
saying they gueas Lhey'll got it some-
where elde; or, even when she didn’t
want to buy, she was that kindly it
was a pleasure to do things for her, |
nlways like to remember her, when it
seems somo days as though women
folks weére pretty hard to deal with.

Bhe remarked to Minnle once that
she was 4 strunger everywhere, having
recently come from the South after
traveling all over the world. I1L waa
all along of her belng friends with our
floorman, Mr. Winter, that we first no-
ticed her. They'd met somewhere, nnd
he wan always sure to come and talk
to her for a good half hour as soon ne
she appeared on the foor, whether she
was buying walsts or sulls or a kimo-
no, We all noticed it, of course, but
by and by we got so used to It we
didn't even smlile to ench other.

Well, evervthing went all right until
one duy toward spring they quarreled.
We didn‘t know a thing about it until
some one sald she hadn't been in for
weaks;, and then we took to watching.
Along in April she came In, In a burry.
for o waist, and that tall Miss Ring
waited on her. She wanted the walst
charged, and wished to take it with
her, 8o Miss Ring called Mr. Winter.

Mr. Winter signed the check, Miss
Carberry bowed (reczingly ond said
“Thank you,” and he walked away, for
all the world as though she were a
complete stranger to him. It was like
one of the melodramas where the hero-
ine freezes the hero with a look belore
she knows he {8 “a man with a heart
of gold, though a rough exterior.”

Miss Ring snid she nearly fell over,
she was that surpriged and taken back,
but of course she didn't say & word Lo
Miss Carberry. After that we didn’t
see her agnin for weeks, and were just
beginning to wonder if Mr. Winter
would ever get over It, whan In she
came with the strange lady.

The strange lady wus quietly |
dressed, und seemed very nice, but 1
didn't take to her a bit. We'd had an
awfully bard day, anyway, and | was
terribly sorry I didn’t happen to be off
the floor when they came in. 1'd got
an awful calling down, too, because 1
lost a “Don’ttickel"” off one of the sults
balng fitted, and 1 just wanted to cry.
But when they came in, and Mr, Sem-
ple called me to wait on them, shout-
ing my name as though 1 were deaf, 1
had to go and be good.

Mliss Carberry and the stranger had
met on the train, and seemed already
good friends, though Miss Carberry
was usunlly so reserved. They were
both looking for blue sults, so I could
wait on them together, which made it
easler.

I had shown about fifteen sulls,
when a customer came hurrying back
from the elevator and grabbed my arm

tle stock rooms.

Bhe had lost her purse, she sald, and
she wns all broken up, for it bad lote
in it. We were all sorry for hef, and
helped hunt, the stranger being cspe-
elally nice about it. She spent so
much time looking that she sald she
coldn't stay any longer, as she had to
telephone a friend at once. Then the
ocustomer who bad lost her purse got
still more excited and 1 sent one of
the stock boys after Mr, Daly, our de-
tective, because 1 saw the lady sus-
pected the stranger, who was leaving
the department,

When Mr. Daly came to me I told
him all about it s fast as [ could, and
he stood & moment watehing the stran-
ger disappear. Something In her man-
ner geemed to bother him, for he
walked after her as quick as a flash

Miss Carberry wis pervous and dis-
tressed, but didn't realize st any time
that the two quietlooking men stand-
ing by the window were two other
store detootives, who had been sum-
moned by Mr. Daly, and bad their eyes
on her. They signed to me to go on
slwing goodd; so I did. though my
hands shook with excltement, and |
was terribly nervous over the walling
of the lady who lost the purse.

We were getting nervous enough to
seream, when the manager's oillce boy
came down to speak to the detegtives,
and they asked us If we would huve
any objection to going with them to
one of the upper floors. They picked
up an elevator that was empty, and we
went up, scared out of our wita.

When we came In Mr. Daly was
standing by tho desk answering Mr,
Huston's guestions and the stranger
was crylng softly Into a lace handker-
chlef. Miss Carberry was as white as
a sheet, but the lady who had lost her
purss was real ealm,

Mr. Huston had Mr. Daly tell oa
how he had followed the stranger to a
telephone booth, where he had seen
hor take a purse from her aloeve And
pour the money and bills lnto her
stocking, throwing the purse nafter
ward on the floor. He had followed
her to the elevator then, and told the
conductor to ga up, though he was on
his way down at the tims. When he
fintatied his story, Mr. Huston asked
the Iady to describe her property aa
woll as she conld.

She did easily desoribe the purse
and the money, and Mr. Huston ex-
ecused her and let her go, after uiking
her name and address. Then it came
my turn to angwer questions that came
thick and fast, but I had to stay after
he fAnished wnking them.

1 was glad, because T wanted to hear
the rest. I tried to pul In a word for
Miss Carberry, but only made matters
worse for her, perhaps, though sha
looked at me gratefully out of her
white face.

When Mr. Huston orossexamined
her, ho was an kind as he had been to
me, though It wns plain to be seen
that he was sure ghe was In the thing
somehow. Her not knowing anybody
In Chicago looked pretty bad for haer,
and it was much worse that she hnd
10 one In Peorin she was willing to
refer to.

Mr, Huston kind of smiled crooked
when she sald the man who had gone
surety for her running an account in
Mendows' store had dled the week be-
fore. Things were beginning to be
pratty dark for her when I thought of
Mr. Winter. I was golog to blurt his
name right out when 1 remembered
they had quarreled and she might
even deny she knew him at all

I thought 1 knew him well enough,
however, to feel sure he wouldn't think
of anything except that she was in
trouble and needed him, BSo [ asked
Mr. Huston if 1 might phone to our de-
partment. He looked surprised when
Mr. Winter cume In.

“We are conducting a private inves-
tigation, Mr. Winter,” he sald coldly.
“Could your business walt a half
hour?

“1 beg pardon,” Mr. Winter sald, *1
undergtod you wished me to come up
here at once.”

“l phoned for Mr, Winter,” 1 sald
eagerly. “He can help Miss Carberry,
if you will 16t me tell him.”

I was astonished ut my own bold-
ness, bot 1 knew Mr. Huston liked
straightforward people, and anyhow—
I had to. He smiled.

*Go nhead,” he sald.

It took a good many words to tell it
nll straight, and Mr. Winter's face was
i Etudy. He looked kngry and hurt and
puzzléd, and then he burst out before
I finlshed, as sudden as lightning.

“Mr. Huston, Misa Carberry s as
honest and straight as you are!" he
ceried sharply. "If she says she met
this womnn on the traln, you may
know (t's as true as CGospel 1 will
stand responsible for her every act
and thought. It's an outrage, by Jove,
it ia! She's as tnnocent as—"'

Mr. Huston raised his hand and
turned to Miss Carberry.

"Do you know Mr., Winter?"
asked sevorely,

Miss Carberry hesitated. When he
first cama in she had looked very an-
gry to think he had dared; but when
she found how It was her face softened
& Uttle, and there was & funny little
light in her eyes when he became so
excited,

“Yes," she said softly.
Enow Mr, Winter.”

“If all this Is true, Mr. Winter," Mr.
Huslon sald slowly, “how can you ex-
plain her unwillingness to send for you
bafore?"

“T didn't send for him thia time,"
Miss Carberry protested gently.
Please remember that”

Mr. Winter grew red and glanced *
Miss Carberry, who leaned forward,
listening with parted lips and very
pink chesks. He hesitated a moment,
but her eyes seemed to sort of smile,
and he answered reluctantly:

“Well, you ees,” he stammered,
“Misa Carberry and I've been friends
for a long, long time, but & while ago
we—well, we had a falllng out, and
she gald she'd never speak to me again.
Bo, you see—"

Mr. Huston smiled.

“1 understand,” he sald, *It would
take a hardened sinner not to believe
your faith In her justified. Miss Car-
berry, I nm sorry you have been incons
venienced, but I think you can see our
position.”™

Miss Carberry smiled, but couldn't
spenk.

“Now, Daly,” Mr. Huston went on
briskly, *1 hand the real prisoner over
to you. Find out whether It I8 her first
offense and act accordingly. Madam,
I would have been more Inclined o let
you go had you sald the least word to
help Miss Carberry out of the pickle
you put her In. Remember that next
time. You are excused, all of you.”

At the doorway 1 looked back and
onught a glimpee of AMiss Carberry
crylng on Mr, Winter's serge coal, and
1 forgot how tired and nervous and
cross I had felt all the whole day
long.

1 felt for ance as though I was living
in a novel or a play.

he

"1 used to

Funny Tug of War.

At a logglog camp In lower Missls-
sipp! one day a hog commenced squeal-
ing vigorously and when the foreman
investigated, he found that the porker
bhad been seized by an alligutor and
was belng drawn Into water, 1o called
for help and three men selzed the hog
and pulled. Then bogan a tug of war.
The men would pull the hog and the
alligator up the bank, and then the
alligator would pull the hog and men
back sgaln. This merry gume—{for all
but the hog—went on until a fourth
man oame running with an ax, and
with it he hit the alligator such a rap
on the head that it relaxed its grip,
and the men saved the hog, or what
waa left of it,

. Compassion.

Hobo—1've eaten nothing but snow.
balls for three days.

Lady—Poor man! What would you
have done had it been summer time?

Optimistic

Thought.
| We mount on the rulns of cherished
schemes to fand our (allures auc-
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Mystery About Precious Stones,

Thet the diamond and othgr pre-
clous atones were made 1o the un-
fathomed and flery eaves of earth and
brought to the surface by voleanic or
other upbeaval, s well established,
especlally in regard to thoss of the
Bouth African flelds: but more myste-
rlous than this {s that they have been
fouud In the paths of the ancient gla
clal drifts of North Americn. Thay
aro held to be very vaguely related to
all erystailine forms which are others
of the.mystorieu.

Came Together,

Goorge and Robert are twing, One
day when they were about elght a
little playmate nelghbor hoy af about
the. same ago came running up to
where they were playing In the yard
with this startling exclamation: “Oh,
6ay, 1 got & little brother wt my
houge; bhe cume lust plght” “Huh,
that's nothing,” sald Georgs, 1
brought toy brother with me when |
cane." 4
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